Make I Right 


Author: Augustine 

Bands: Foo Fighters, Metallica 

Characters: Dave Grohl, James Hetfield, Jason Newsted, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed May 02 2018 13:54:56 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Aint No Brother's Keeper 


Author's Notes: 

Submitted for the 2018 Grant Your Own Wish Challenge. The original prompt was Hardwired era Jason Newsted 
has completely vanished from the public eye, fueling all manner of rumors from retirement to death James (who 
never stopped loving Jason) is determined to find out why. He goes in search of his former bassist-but has to do 
so in secret because he knows his bandmates would not approve. What truths does James uncover? What happens 


when jealous Lars finds out and comes after him? 


Apologies to midnight_moonlight, who is waiting on a promised sequel to Black Limo. The muses insisted | write 
this idea first. | was originally going to cast another Dave--Mustaine--in the role of reluctant ally but opted 
to go with Dave Grohl instead. I've quite enjoyed pairing him with James as of late and wanted to at least offer 
up some Grohlfield goodness during the wait. First chapter takes place sometime around late August/early 
September 20/7, when Dave was a guest on Lars Ulrich's "It's Electric!" podcast. 


For J, wherever you are. 


No sooner have | sparked up a smoke and pulled out my phone to check Facebook than this big black truck 
comes screeching into the parking lot. And | literally mean screeching. Like something straight out of a low 
budget action movie where brakes exist only for dramatic in-your-face stops and the drivers rely solely on 
the burning friction between concrete and rubber to keep themselves upright as they swerve between 
obstacles. Speaking of obstacles, he damn near takes the bumper off my 1968 Mustang. Misses it by inches. 
Misses me only because l'm leaning against the opposite side. | feel the cigarette tumble from my parted lips 
as | whip around, convinced that he's about to plow straight into the building. He hits the brakes just in time-- 
to miss the wall, that is. | watch the outline of the driver's head lurch forward and back as his tires bounce 
off the parking block. l'm amazed there's any tread left considering how much of it he smeared into the 
asphalt just now. 


"Hey, man! The fuck're you doing?" 


He either doesn't hear me or doesn't care. Slams the door of his truck closed. Slams the door of the studio 


open. | huddle in the safety of my car's shadow, grateful not to have been in the fucker's direct path. 

Then | remember that Lars is still inside. 

"Oh shit." 

| dash through the oily gray cloud, the stench of scorched rubber clogging my nostrils even as | hold my 
breath. In the door. Down the hall. Past the receptionist, who seems oddly unconcerned by the man who just 
stormed in and the one now running after him. 

| realize why when | reach the entrance to the recording booth. 

"What gives you the fucking right?" 

James Hetfield. In full-on Hulk mode. He's standing with his back to the hallway, looming over his surprisingly 
calm drummer with one fist on the doorknob and the other clamped around an iPad. | suspect from his 
straining knuckles that the latter is not long for this world. 

‘It's for your own good,” Lars replies, "and you know it" 

"You can't stop me and you fucking know that too!" 

"Are we seriously gonna do this now? Right in the middle of my--" 

He barely flinches as James rips the headphones from his ears and hurls them against the wall. 


"--interview with Dave Grohl?" 


| half expect James’ face to be bright green when he turns around. Well, not really, but | can't get the image 


of the Incredible Hulk out of my mind. I've heard stories about the infamous Hetfield temper. | just never 
expected it to be quite this intense. So much for the mellowing influences of age and sobriety, | guess. All | can 
think to do when we lock eyes is smile sheepishly and wave. Which nearly earns me a nose-full of door. Luckily 
Lars catches the knob before it slams all the way. 

“Shoulda thought of that before you broke into my email," James snaps back. 

Lars rolls his eyes as he steps past him into the hallway. Its only then that | realize a small crowd has 
gathered behind me. A couple of sound engineers, an intern, and what appears to be the janitor. Lars gives 
them all an apologetic look and pats me on the shoulder. 

"Really sorry about this, guys. Mind if we take five?" 

"Hey, no problem." 

The others mumble similar assurances and disperse as soon as Lars shuts the door. Curious, | peer into the 
control room next door, only to see him lowering the blinds on the window between the sound panel and the 
recording booth. | can hear it too. Clear as day. That means the microphone is still on. | know | should tell Lars, 
or switch it off on this end, or even just leave the room like everyone else, but.. 

First of all, | didn't break into your email." 

"You hacked my tablet. Same fucking difference!" 

„| can't help myself. 

"Please. Nobody hacked your tablet either." 

"Unlocked it, hacked it, whatever!" 


"Only took me one try," Lars retorts. "So here's a hint. Next time you decide to stalk someone, don't use their 


fucking birthday as your passcode." 

What's this? James Hetfield..stalking someone? 

| grab a chair and sidle up to the control panel. Yeah. Like you wouldn't do the same. 
I'm not stalking him, asshole. I'm just trying to find out where he is." 

Lars snorts. "Guess who's getting a dictionary for Christmas." 


There's a sharp slamming noise, which | can only assume is the tablet in question meeting its untimely demise 


against the edge of the table that Lars and | were just sitting at. With it comes a squeal of feedback from the 


speaker. | scramble to turn down the volume before they realize what's going on. 


"Never mind the goddamn passcode! Let's talk about the email you sent to MY private investigator. Under false 
fucking pretenses. Pretending to be ME!" 


Hel-lo. 

"What's there to talk about?" 

"You kidding me? I've been working with this guy for six weeks, paying him thousands of dollars, and what 
happens when he finally comes back with a lead? You sneak into my email in the middle of the night. You tell 
him not to bother following up because I've changed my mind. You delete all of our previous correspondence-- 
along with everything in Jason's folder too. And you have the fucking nerve to ask me what there is to talk 
about?" 

"Yeah. Because you know exactly what I'm gonna say, so there's really no point.” 

"Fuck you!" 


"Actually, you should be saying thank you." 


Silence. Or rather, heavy breathing. | could probably hear the grinding of teeth and popping of clenched knuckles 


too if | turned up the volume. 

"You're insane," James mutters a moment later. 
"Takes one to know one." 

"Just tell me why!" 


"You said it yourself. Six weeks and thousands of dollars. Probably more than that, for all | know, but my point 


is that you're wasting time and money looking for someone who doesn't want to be found" 
"Let me repeat the question--" 

"Don't, because | already answered it" 

"Is none of your business what | do on my own time. With my own money." 


"Wrong. Its not your own time. It's Metallica's time. You've been obsessing over this shit for the entire fucking 


tour. I'm sick to death of it, man" 


"So now | can't even think about him without your permission?" 


"Not even gonna dignify that one." 
"This is about the Hall of Fame, isn't it?" 
Another snort. "Definitely not gonna dignify that one." 


"Isn't it?" James presses on. "Be honest. This has nothing to do with the tour and everything to do with you 


being jealous." 
Damn. The hell kind of soap opera have | stumbled into? 


"Speaking of shit you need to look up in the dictionary. Why would | be jealous of someone who refuses to 
speak to you--" 


"Yeah, go on, dickhead. Keep rubbing it in" 

"--aside from the temptation to do likewise because you're being such a deranged fucking asshole right now." 
"Is this your idea of revenge?" 

"Jesus," Lars mutters. "Deranged was putting it kindly.” 


"You wouldn't give two shits if it was anyone else. You're doing this because | fucked around that night and you 


found a surefire way to get back at me." 

"Pretty sure those five minutes are up." 

There's a click, as if James locked the door in protest: 
"Did you say something to him?" 

"When?" 


His voice is low and seething. "You know when. When he stopped returning my emails. When he quit replying to 
my texts. Did you break into my phone and pretend to be me so that you could drive him away?" 


"You don't need me for that." 
"Did you?" James growls. 


"No" The flatness of Lars' tone suggests he's used to these confrontations by now. "I did nothing of the sort 


and you know it." 


"So help me, if | find out you're lying—" 
"You won't. Because A, lm not, and B, Jason wouldnt tell you even if | was" 
Jason. Wait a second.are they talking about Newsted? 

"We'll see about that! 


"Maybe the whole reason he cut contact with you is because he's sick of living in the past," Lars goes on "l 
know | am. Which is why you know that whole jealousy accusation is bullshit. You're talking about something 
that happened eight years ago. Eight. Fucking. Years. Yeah, | was pissed about it then, but | got over it. Speaking 
of not giving two shits. Obviously Jason's over the whole thing too." 


Yep, they're talking about Newsted all right. The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame induction back in 2009. Jason was 
honored right along with them that night, even though he'd left Metallica eight years and two albums prior. 
They even invited him to perform with the band. | remember watching the ceremony with rapt fascination on 


the biggest screen in my house. 


| also remember thinking that James and Jason looked suspiciously intimate for two people who'd supposedly 


had a bitter falling-out. 


"Then he can fucking tell me to my face. When | find him--which | willl All you've done is slow me down. | don't 


know why you even bothered." 


"I didn't know how else to get your attention" | can hear hints of desperation creeping into Lars' voice at last. 


"What was | supposed to do?" 
"Mind your own goddamn business, maybe." 


‘Metallica IS my business," Lars retorts. "And its supposed to be yours too. Thats where your head's 
supposed to be. That's where your time and energy and dedication are supposed to be. Not obsessing over the 
dude who quit the band sixteen years ago. Not botching songs because you're distracted. Not sulking off to 


check your email the second you leave the stage. Fuck, man.l'm sick of making excuses for you." 
"Nobody asked you tol” 


"Yeah? Well, someone has to be the responsible fucking adult here. How do you think Rob would feel if he knew 


the real reason you've been off your game lately is because you're hung up on the guy he replaced?" 


More silence. The itchy, claustrophobic kind that comes only from two people glaring down their noses at each 
other. | can feel it through the wall. But thats not why I'm suddenly fighting the urge to bolt from the chair 


and bang on the recording booth door. Or press the intercom button right in front of me. Its the realization 


that | could settle this whole matter right now. 

You see, | know exactly where Jason Newsted is. 

Lars huffs. "Didn't even occur to you, did if?" 

No reply 

"Course not. You haven't thought about anyone but yourself" 

Another slam. Probably James’ fist against the table. "Will you cut the fucking quilt trip already?" 
"Not until you get your shit together" 

"That's what Im trying to do! 


"No you're not," Lars counters. "You're doing the exact opposite. The more you dig, the deeper you bury 


yourself. You need to let him go.” 

"Its not that fucking simple." 

Is a lot simpler than you think” 

"| just need to talk to him, Lars." 

"Right. Look how well that's worked out so far." 

"Face to face, so he has no choice but to listen this time." 


| hear the telltale squeak of Lars leaning back in his chair. "If you were sitting here and | was in your place 
right now, you'd realize that sounded like a threat." 


It wasn't a fucking threat!" 


"Will you PLEASE calm the hell down? All | said was that it sounded like one, and you immediately bit my head 
off. Just proves my point." 


"Which is what?" 


"Your perception is fucked. Half the time you don't even listen. The other half, you completely misunderstand 


what people have to say. You think you're being rational when you're actually coming across like--" 


"A deranged fucking asshole," James cuts in. "See? | was listening, so spare me the bullshit lecture." 


"Point proven yet again." 

| tense in anticipation of the meaty sound of knuckles striking flesh. Just like | did when | watched their Some 
Kind of Monster documentary all those years ago. The part where James sat there, surprisingly calm, while 
Lars screamed "FUCK!" repeatedly into his face. This time he's already in a rage. This time there are no 
cameras forcing James to restrain himself. Only me and a handful of witnesses who would know exactly where 
Lars got the black eye. 

| wonder if that's the only reason James holds back now. 

If you really care that much, then help me find him." 

"No way." 

"Why not?" 


"Because that's not helping," Lars explains. "That's enabling. There's also this little thing called respecting Jason's 
privacy, which he clearly wants or else we wouldn't be having this conversation" 


"So now you're a fucking psychiatrist?" 

"No, but while we're on the subject--" 

"Fuck you. l'm not paying some shrink to hear the same shit you're spewing for free." 
"The same shit. Exactly. Now what does that tell you?" 

"Tells me I'm better off handling this on my own" 

A muffled sigh. And undoubtedly a facepalm. 


"| already changed my passwords," James goes on, "so don't waste your time. You want my head in the game? 


Fine. Stay outta my business and quit distracting mel" 

Someone knocks at the door. My heart seizes and | damn near fall out of the chair whipping around to see who 
it is. Thank fuck, the hallway is empty. At least the part | can see. They must be at the recording booth 
instead. 


"Everything okay?" 


Greg, the sound engineer. No sense hitting mute on the control panel now. Instead, | scramble to hide behind 


the door in case he pokes his head in. 


"No problem," Lars calls. "Be out in a minute." 


| wait until Greg's footsteps retreat down the hall before | tiptoe out and then bolt in the opposite direction 
Outside, into the parking lot. Where | can lean against the wall and pretend | was nonchalantly smoking the whole 


time whenever someone comes to fetch me. 
Except that | find myself wandering over to James’ truck instead. 


Should've known who it was as soon as he came barreling into the lot. It's a newer pickup--big fat Dodge Ram 


diesel--but its painted flat black like a classic and there are custom pinstripes all over the hood and gate. The 


license plate reads CARPE DM. 
| whisper the words out loud. 


Whether they account at all for what | suddenly feel compelled to do, | couldn't tell you. All | know is that it 
feels slightly more right than it does wrong. That's usually all the incentive | need. 


Right now | also need something to write with. And on. | have a Sharpie in my back pocket and.shit. | must've 
thrown out the Starbucks receipt from earlier. My only other option is the near-empty cigarette pack. | pop 
one smoke between my lips, the others into my shirt pocket, and carefully tear along the seams of the 
cardboard until | have something flat. Then | scribble as fast as | can 


| have info. Call so we can meet -- DG 
Below that, my cell phone number. 


| tuck the cardboard beneath the windshield wiper. Face down, so that the words will be visible through the 
glass when James climbs back behind the wheel. Which he should be doing any moment now. | dash around the 
side of the building so he can't see me. Just in time too. | hear the studio door bang open again. It's followed a 
few seconds later by the roar of the engine and the squeal of fleeing tires. | fully expect to see the cigarette 
pack crumpled on the ground when | wander back out, but the pavement is clean. James must have kept my 


note. 
Not sure if that's a good thing or not. 


In fact, | don't know what the fuck I'm even doing. | don't know what l'm going to say if he calls. Or if he agrees 
to meet. Especially then 


"Yo, Dave?" 


Its Greg. | take a leisurely drag and wave. As if I've been chillaxing this whole time, oblivious to everything | 


just overheard. 


"Lars is ready whenever you are." 
“kay, thanks." 


| stub out the cig and make my way back inside to find Lars casually scrolling through his phone. | can see an 
Instagram feed reflected in his reading glasses. It's almost funny, the way he's obviously taking the same tactic 
| was just now. Pretending like nothing happened. A quick glance around the recording booth reveals no holes in 
the walls, no remnants of broken iPads, no dents in the table, and apparently no damage to the headphones 
perched once again around Lars' neck. If not for the discomforting heaviness still hanging in the air, you'd never 


know James had been there. 

"The hell was that all about?" | ask nonetheless. 

"Just band shit" Lars switches off his phone and smiles apologetically. "Sorry for the interruption" 

"No problem. | needed a smoke break anyway." 

"James is a little stressed right now." 

"I could tell. Is he okay?" 

"Too much touring, not enough relaxing." 

"I hear ya." 

Lars puts the headphones around his ears--my cue to plop down and do likewise. 

"Ready?" 

"Sure thing.” 

My phone is already vibrating when | reach into my back pocket to switch it off. Somehow, | can tell who it is 
without even glancing at the screen | try not to speculate on how many angry voicemails will be waiting for 
me by the time I'm done with this podcast. Or whether James, introvert that he (normally) is, will opt for 
angry texts instead. Probably some combination of both. 

Thankfully Lars and | are able to fall back into the same natural flow of conversation and effortless rapport as 
before, which spares me the effort of having to keep up the act. For the most part. Lars gives good poker 
face, but | can tell at several points that he's tiptoeing around subjects he might otherwise dive into without 
second thought. | still have to pretend like | don't notice. Have to try not to glance at the clock on the wall 


behind him or count the minutes ticking down toward my inevitable confrontation with the raging blond 


elephant in the room. 


Its not the anger I'm dreading. Its the pain. | could hear it vibrating beneath every hurled profanity and 
accusation. | could feel it emanating through the wall and seeping into the pit of my chest, where it remains 
lodged like a pill that won't wash down | know it all too well. Irrational. All consuming. The pain of being 


abandoned by someone you love with no explanation. Like a double serving of grief with a side of self loathing. 
Been there, done that, got that fuckin’ t-shirt. 


That's why | left the note. Any why I'm determined to help James find the closure he's looking for. | just have 
no way of knowing yet at what cost to either of us. 


To be continued. 


Bite The Hand That Feeds 


Author's Notes: 
Seriously, thank you SO MUCH to everyone following this story. Your feedback and encouragement inspire me 


more than | can put into words. ¥ 


You know what | really fucking hate? People who make things way more complicated than they need to be. 
Like Dave Grohl. 


Hang on. Let me rephrase that. | don't literally hate Dave Grohl. Dave's a good dude and he's my friend. What | 
hate is the fact that, despite being a good dude and my friend, he can't just get to the point. He has something 
he wants to tell me? Fine. Write that on the cigarette pack stuck under my windshield wiper. Or text me. Or 


tell me over the phone. 


Instead he refused to do any of those, ignoring the half dozen messages | left after discovering his note, and 


insisted instead on meeting so we could discuss it in person. 


| almost told him to fuck off unless Jason was right there with him. Was this close to hitting SEND. Then | 
realized that even the so-called Nicest Guy in Rock has limits to his patience. Rather than risk pissing him off- 


-and worse, missing out on a potential lead--| gave in. Asked him when and where. Told him I'd be there. 


So that's how | ended up circling this goddamn parking lot for twenty minutes waiting for a space to open up. A 
space big enough for my truck. | can already tell from the number of Smart cars and Mini Coopers and 
motorbikes clogging the rest of the spots that whoever's performing in the park tonight will not be playing 
anything I'd want to hear. 


Not like it even matters. Black Fucking Sabbath could be onstage right now and | still wouldn't give a shit. All | 


care about right now is the information Dave promised. 
I'm here. Where are you?! 


When he doesn't reply within a half second, | have to physically fight the urge to send the same message 
again My palms are already itching. My feet feel like they'll kick their way out of this truck if | don't get up 
and start walking right now. The cab seems to be getting smaller and smaller, the air thickening and stagnating 
around me as | wait. At the same time, | don't want to go anywhere. | dread the thought of pushing my way 
through the crowd. Of having to shout above the music just so we can hear each other. Of someone 


potentially hearing what either of us have to say. 


See what | mean about making things way too fucking complicated? Why the hell couldn't we just drive around 


and talk? Or meet at his place? 

My phone buzzes at last. 

/ lce cream stand / 

Is he fucking kidding me? 

| Where should we meet? | 

/ Right here / 

"Jesus Christ," | mutter. 

| Don't know where that is. | 

/ North side of the lake / 

| shove my phone into my back pocket. "Could've just gone to Dairy Queen, asshole." 

It occurs to me, as | hear the vitriol on my own voice, why Dave chose the most public of all the places we 
could've met. He saw--or rather heard--firsthand just how ugly my temper can be when he listened in on my 
confrontation with Lars. Assumed correctly that I'd be pissed off about the eavesdropping. Figured he could 
spare himself an ass-kicking if he surrounded himself with enough witnesses. 

Can't say | blame him. 

But then | realize that he obviously thinks I'd be foolish enough to jeopardize my only potential lead, and that 
pisses me off all over again. Why does everyone equate anger with stupidity? Why does everyone have to 
exaggerate and distort my behavior to justify their own? | miss a single note or two during rehearsals, and 
suddenly I'm "botching songs." | hire a private investigator, and suddenly I'm a stalker. | express my frustration 
out loud, and suddenly I'm a danger to others. 

Not sure which sucks worse--being manipulated by my best friend, or by someone | haven't seen in years. 
"Hey man!" 

Speak of the devil 

Dave Grohl. Wearing an even goofier grin than the one he flashed me in the recording booth today. Walking 


toward me with a gigantic sprinkle-covered ice cream cone in each hand. Not even walking. Trotting. Like a 


fucking Labrador retriever trapped in a human body. 


Its almost enough to make me laugh. Forget for a second why I'm here and why | was so angry in the first 
place. But | know it's a front. | know he's just trying to disarm me. 


I'm not about to fall for even more manipulative bullshit. 

"Hell is this?" 

"Ice cream." He holds out one of the cones, which | ignore. Just like his cheerful tone. 
"No shit. You told me to meet you at the food stand, not halfway up the path." 


"Line moved a lot faster than | expected. | didn't wanna have to wait again, so | ordered for both of us. Hope 


you like Rocky Road." 

Jesus. 

"Should've saved your money. | already ate." 

"Aww, come on," Dave teases. "There's always room for desert." 

| fight the urge to say you would know (since I've gained just as much weight since the last time we saw each 
other) and instead mutter some half-hearted thanks. Ice cream drips down my fingers as | take the cone from 
Dave's hand. He watches me lick it away. 

"Good, huh?" 


"Messy." 


"Yeah, sorry, they were out of napkins back there. You'll just have to eat faster than it can melt." He chuckles 
at the look | give him. "That sounded dirty, didn't it?" 


"Can we stop fooling around and get to it already?" 
“Speaking of things that sound dirty." 


| don't laugh at that one either, partly because I'm too busy licking Dave's fucking cone. And cringing at the 
realization that even my unspoken choice of words has veered straight into innuendo territory within five 
minutes of meeting him again. Clearly | was an idiot to think we could have a serious conversation | let my 
narrowed eyes say what my occupied tongue cannot. Thankfully Dave hears it loud and clear this time. He pats 
me on the shoulder and nods toward the stage 


"C'mon. | found us a great spot." 


"I'm not here to watch a concert. Or eat ice cream. Or shoot the shit. lm here because you-—" 


"Duh." Dave rolls his eyes playfully. "What | meant was, | know where we can talk privately and still be able to 


see the stage." 

There's no point in reiterating that | don't give a crap who's performing, because apparently Dave does or he 
wouldn't have chosen to meet here. There's no point in doing anything but follow as he turns back down the 
path. My glasses and Raiders ballcap obviously weren't much of a disguise since he recognized me right away, 
but | keep my collar turned up and my head pointed down nonetheless as Dave weaves through the crowd. | 
try to take it as a good sign when nobody shouts his name or pulls him aside. Especially since he didn't bother 
going incognito at all. Eventually he steps off the path, steering me toward a cluster of trees and benches. 
Most of which are already occupied. 

So much for privacy. 


"How's this?" 


At least he no longer has to raise his voice to be heard. And at least we're finally out of the streetlights’ 


glare. 

"Fine," | mutter, knowing I've long since missed my chance to demand we go elsewhere. 

“There's actually a pretty decent band coming on next." 

"IIl take your word for it” 

To be honest, the one playing now isn't half bad either. More the sort of thing my daughters would enjoy, but 
still Not that | would admit it to Dave, any more than | would admit that | was hungrier than | thought. The 
cone that | had every intention of chucking into the nearest trash can when we started walking is now almost 
completely devoured. | feel like a fucking glutton as | shove the last bite into my mouth, even though Dave 
scarfed his down even faster. Damn him. He wasn't kidding about this shit tasting good. 

"Sorry for eavesdropping, by the way." 

"No you're not. Or you wouldn't have done it" 

He plops onto the bench and wipes his hands on his jeans. "Touché." 

"How much did you hear?" 


"All of it! 


Figures." | slump down beside him, not knowing what to do with my hands now that the ice cream is gone. 


Can't put them in my pockets while seated Can't shove them under my thighs or between my knees without 
looking gayer than | probably already do. Can't pull out my phone without it illuminating my face. | end up 
awkwardly gripping the edge of the bench, then lacing my fingers even more awkwardly in my lap, then pulling 
out my phone anyway just so | can wrap my fingers around something. Pretend it's Lars' neck. "You better 


have something promising to make up for it" 


Dave shrinks back. Or at least he appears to before | realize he's just trying to make himself more 


comfortable. Even so, Lars' admonishment echoes in my mind. 
If you were sitting here and | was in your place right now, you'd realize that sounded like a threat. 


| don't even remember what | said in the recording booth that prompted the remark. But | know what | said 
just now, and much as it sickens me to admit it, he has a point. Or at least he would if he were here. 


"Speaking of promises," | cut in as Dave opens his mouth, "I need you To swear to me before you say anything 


that none of this will get back to Lars." 

“Scout's honor." 

"lim not fucking kidding here. Swear it!" 

The more | try to watch my words and cool my tone, the angrier they sound. | can't help it. Even with the 
promise of straight answers. That's what happens when the people who claim they want to help me turn 
around and fuck with me instead. I've come to suspect that everyone else will do the same. 


Dave puts hand over his heart. "| swear. This stays between you and me." 


He's so solemn and so sincere that guilt immediately gnaws at my brain But | refuse to let it show. Not while | 
still have no idea what his agenda really is. 


"Don't even tell him we met. 

"Cross my heart and hope to die." 

"Okay." | take a deep breath. "What've you got?" 
"Three confirmed sightings." 

"Of Newsted?" 

He nods. "Even more rare than Bigfoot, | hear." 


"Where?" 


"You ever hear of Chevy Metal?" 
My frenzied brain hears the words separately at first and begins reeling out images. Classic cars. Surfboards. 
Devil horns. Heavy riffs. Screaming amplifiers. In no particular order. Just as I'm about to shake my head, to 


ask if that's some new music festival or magazine or something, the right picture finally appears in my mind. 


One that my son showed me on Instagram a while back. 

"Yeah. They're a band, right?" 

"Not just any band," Dave explains. "My drummer's side band" 

| feel my pulse catch and quicken. 

"They know Jason?" 

"No..but apparently Jason knows them." 

"What do you mean?" 

"He's been spotted in the audience for their last two shows." 

"Spotted by who?" | clench my fists against the tingle of adrenaline. "You?" 

"| wasn't there." 

"Then who the hell confirmed it?" 

"First time was the audience. People started getting excited, pointing at someone off to the side, 
whispering..before you know it, they have the poor fucker pinned against the wall, trying to shine their phones 
in his face. Security had to rush him outta there." 

"Where was this?" 


"Riverside Theater in Milwaukee. Back in June." 


| want to say that sounds familiar, but unfortunately | can't consult the list | compiled of all the reported 
Newsted sightings from the past year. Fucking Lars erased that from my tablet too. 


"Sure it was him?" 


"Wiley was pretty damn sure." 


"Who the fuck is--" 


"Wiley Hodgden Chevy Metal's bass player. And a huuuuuge Jason Newsted fanboy, as it turns out. Taylor says 
he's all Wiley talked about for the next week." 


"What about the second concert?" | press on. "Can Wiley confirm that one too?" 
"| would think so.considering they shook hands right after the show" 

"Shook hands?" 

Dave nods. 

"That means they actually spoke to each other" 


Dave nods again | pivot and scoot closer, giving zero shits about the fact that I'm acting like an obsessed 


teenager now. It's instinctual. | don't want to miss even a fraction of a detail of what he's telling me. 

"So? What the fuck did they say?" 

"Don't get too excited," he warns. "It was just the usual ‘hey, great set, I'm a huge fan, blah, blah, blah: Jason 
seemed to be in a rush to leave. Probably after what happened the first time. Wiley said the whole 
conversation lasted a minute, tops." 

“That's it?" 

“That's it." 


"When was that second show?" 


"About two weeks ago." Dave raises an eyebrow and leans closer now too. "San Diego. And they have another 


gig tonight." 

"Holy fuck! Where?" 

"Sydney." 

"What t--" 

He catches me by the elbow before | can jump up. "Forget it. You'd never make it in time even if you left right 


now. But | already texted Taylor to keep an eye out. If Newsted shows up in Australia, we'll know for sure that 
he's a diehard fan" 


"And likely to show up at the next gig too." 

"Exactly. See where l'm going with this?" 

| nod, unable to stem the excitement rushing through me even though | realize it's a long shot. Even though-- 
"We'll be in Europe for the next three weeks." 

Dave grins. "Perfect timing, then" 

"Oh shit--don't tell me that's where Chevy Metal's going too." 

"Even better. Their next gig is right here in California, and you'll already be home by then." 

"Where exactly in California?" 

"San Juan Capistrano." 

They're a beautiful sound, those three words. Filled with sunshine and birds in flight and the kind of hope I'd 
begun to doubt that | would ever feel again. | gaze out over the crowd, imagining Jason somewhere among 
their ranks. Close enough to the stage to be able to lock eyes with the band but still far enough away to be 
just another face. 

"Are you going?" | hear myself ask. 

"Hadn't planned on it originally," Dave replies. "Chevy Metal is Taylor's thing. There's a part of me that always 
feels like I'm intruding whenever | go to their gigs by myself. But if | tagged along with a friend.well, that 
might be a different story." 

"You would actually do that?" 

"Wouldn't have mentioned it otherwise." 

l'm torn between wanting to grab him by the shirt and say yeah, lets do this, lets fucking DO THS! and my 
instinctive wariness about why he's suggesting it in the first place. I've gotten so used to being dismissed and 
stonewalled and condemned in my search for Jason that I've all but forgotten how to respond to anything else. 
Not sure whether to be grateful or vaguely suspicious. Right now it's a mixture of both. 

"| don't know what to say, man." 


"That's okay. You can think it over while | take a leak." 


He ambles off down the path again, presumably headed for the row of portable toilets. | watch his checkered 


shirt disappear into the ocean of flannel and wonder if that's another reason he chose to meet here. Then | 
remind myself that we're talking about Dave Grohl. One of the most recognizable faces in music no matter 
what genre you listen to. He only blends in from the neck down and clearly doesn't care anyhow. If only Jason 
were the same way. All I'd have to do is type his name into any social media platform and follow the sightings 


like a breadcrumb trail. I'd never have to wonder where he is or what he's doing. 

The only question would be why he stopped talking to me in the first place. 

You might argue he's doing me a favor, vanishing completely instead of remaining in the public eye and simply 
ignoring me. That's what Kirk keeps insisting. He and Lars have this good cop-bad cop thing going. Whenever the 
subject of Jason comes up, Lars rips me a new asshole and then Kirk comes in to reassure me. Or at least he 
tries to. Jason is actually trying to spare my feelings, Kirk says. It's probably nothing personal anyway because 
he's ignoring everybody. He'll come around someday. Which might make me feel better if it weren't complete 
and utter bullshit. Kirk doesn't know Jason like | do. | know that Jason doesn't give one molecule of a fuck how | 
feel. He's so selfish, it borders on sadism at times. And now we can forget the whole "ignoring everybody" 
theory too, since that obviously doesn't apply to Chevy Metal. 

What the fuck is Jason doing with them anyway? According to Dave, they already have a bassist. Is this Wiley 
fucker planning to quit? Is Jason his prospective replacement? Has he finally given up on starting his own band 
and gone back to fanboying his way into-- 


"James?" 


My heart contracts painfully in the half second it takes me to realize he's not standing right here. It was only 


Jason's voice, echoing in memory. Replaced immediately by the one actually speaking out loud, 
"Excuse me..are you James Hetfield?" 


| glance back to see a guy in a motorized wheelchair. Barely out of his teens, or maybe just so thin that he 
looks it. Pantera shirt. Sleeve tatts. Accompanied by an expressionless girl texting obliviously behind him. 


"Yeah 
"Duuuuuuude, no fucking way! | can't believe it. You guys are the absolute shit! 
Great. And here | was worried about people recognizing Dave. 

"Thanks," | mutter awkwardly 

"Hey, | know you don't usually do autographs, but" 


‘Its okay. | don't mind." 


"Whoa, seriously?" 

"Long as you don't take any pictures, we're cool." 

Because what else could | do? Turn him away completely? End up on TMZ or some other tabloid cesspool with 
a headline and hashtags I'd never live down? Metallica Frontman Disses Disabled Fan. #douchebag, #overrated, 
#fuckyowameshettield Last thing | want is to have to explain that to my kids. Not to mention Lars. 

So | take the Sharpie the guy hands me and, as requested, scribble my name across the armrest of his chair. 
Then again in his notebook for good measure. A quick high five before he and his girlfriend or whoever are off 
on their way again. | let my breath out. Could've been much worse. 

Still. Where the fuck is Dave? 

"Thought you fell in," | grumble when he reappears a few minutes later. 

"Do | smell like | did?" 

"Really want me to answer that?" 

He snorts appreciatively, probably having written my sense of humor off as DOA. | wasn't trying to be funny 
but have to admit it feels good to banter with someone again. These days, whenever | shit-talk Lars, it sounds 


more bitter than playful. Just like the forced laughter | get in response. 


"| got busted," Dave explains as he plops back down beside me. "Had to sign a couple autographs before | could 


take a dump." 
“Thanks for sharing." 


Another chuckle. Thankfully he doesn't ask if | was recognized too, and | keep my mouth shut accordingly. Don't 


want him thinking the oath of denial | made him swear was all for nothing 
"So what'd you decide?" 

"What?" 

"About going to see Chevy Metal 

"Hell yeah." 

Dave perks up, that same earnest puppy look on his face. "You're serious” 


‘Only lead I've got. Of course I'm serious." 


"Just don't get your hopes up.” 
Too late. 


"Don't worry," | reply--more for my own assurance than Dave's. "I know its a long shot. A lot can change in a 


month. But | have to try. | can't live with myself if | don't at least try." 


And that's when my fucking voice cracks and the lights from the distant stage blur and swell into a burning 


watercolor. 
"Hey," Dave whispers. "It's okay. We're gonna figure this thing out” 


| don't say anything as | pull off my glasses and blot my eyes. I'm too busy trying to stifle the sobs I've been 
fighting back all day. 


"Worst case scenario," he continues, "Jason isn't at the show and we start over. Find another avenue to 


explore. Il hire a private investigator of my own if | have to. Lars can't hack MY email" 
"Why are you doing all this 

"Why not?" 

"Seriously, why? | thought Lars was your friend 

"Well, yeah, but you've been my friend even longer: 


Another sob swells in my chest. | swallow against it, but it breaks free in a ragged sigh when | feel Dave's 


gentle hand alight on the back of my neck. 

"It's fuckin’ killing me, man." 

"| know." 

"Why can't Lars see that?" 

"Look, I'll be honest. | think he made some decent points. | think his heart's in the right place. But | also think he 
crossed a serious line when he fucked with your investigation You're a grown-ass adult and you have the 
right to deal with this in your own way." 

Before | can spew out some bitter comment about Lars needing to grow up and accept that I'll do shit my own 


way whether he likes it or not, my phone buzzes. And | know it's not the devil I'm speaking of because | put 


him on ignore as soon as | left the studio this afternoon. My heart sinks all over again as | glance at the 


screen 
/ Hey dad! Did U forget 2 Skype? / 

"Oh, fuck. FUCK" 

"What's wrong?" Dave asks. 

"My oldest daughter. | promised to call her this evening and | completely fucking forgot" 

"Aw, shit, dude. I'm sorry. That's my fault: 

| shake my head furiously, blinking back tears as | text Cali an apology. Fuck Lars. This is HS fault. He's the 
reason | had to sneak off to meet Dave when | would otherwise be home. He's the reason Ive gone from 
merely preoccupied to suddenly so distracted that | forgot about my own child 

My own child 

Jesus.how did | get this far gone? 

"| gotta go.” 


"Is she okay?" Dave asks, eyes wide with concern as he watches me jump up and cram the phone back into my 


pocket. 

My brain flashes me a snapshot of an alternate scenario: my daughter being loaded into the back of an 
ambulance while | sat here on my ass eating ice cream and plotting secret missions with Dave Grohl. | feel 
almost nauseous with rage. If not for Dave and the several thousand strangers surrounding us, | would punch 
myself in the head right now. Literally fucking punch myself. And that's the least | deserve. 

"Yeah," | mutter instead. "I just need to get home so we can Skype before she goes to sleep.” 


"No problem. Glad everything's okay there." 


Except it's not. Lars is right about one thing--| need to get my shit sorted out so that I'm no longer 


completely useless to the people who matter most. Which still includes him, much as it sickens me to admit. 
"Otherwise I'd stick around so we can get the logistics worked out." 
"No hurry there. Still a month away." 


Yeah. A month that'll feel like a year. 


"Text me anyway," | insist. 

"Sure thing." 

"Let me know if Jason makes an appearance in Australia." 

"Will do." 

‘Listen, man.thanks for everything. | really appreciate it." 

"Don't thank me yet" 

"You know what | mean." 

There's that goofy-ass fucking grin again 

Least | could do," he says. 

"And l'm sorry for being a dick at the studio. Wasn't anything personal." 

"Forget it" 

"Seriously, | didn't mean to--" 

The rest is muffled by a face-full of sweaty hair and flannel as Dave pulls me into a hug. 

"l said forget it. Quit being so hard on yourself. We all have shitty days." 

Hopefully a nod will suffice, since | don't think | can manage anything else without crying like a fucking sissy 
again. Dave's kindness is a reprieve. A release from the prison of mockery and manipulation and deceit that | 
feared | would never otherwise escape. He's literally the friend | never knew | had. | pull away, only to be 
caught by the elbow. 

"Remember what | said earlier." 

"Which part?" 

"The part about figuring this thing out, one way or another. That's a promise." He squeezes my arm in 
affirmation "And thats what you need to remind yourself whenever you feel overwhelmed. It'll be all right. We 


WILL get to the bottom of this. We WILL find Jason" 


Fucker. | almost managed to hold the tears back that time. 


"Okay?" 

| swallow against the lump in my throat. "Okay." 

"Good. You hang in there. I'll talk to you soon" 

Its Dave that turns and walks away first, presumably to find himself a spot closer to the stage. | feel a 
strange momentary tug, an instinctive urge to follow him, almost as if he were exerting his own gravitational 
pull. Or maybe its just that | crave a similar freedom. The way he shrugs off fame and all the stress that 
comes with it as effortlessly as a jacket. You'd never know, watching their frontman disappear into the 
audience of some no-name band, that the Foo Fighters were dropping a new album in two weeks. | wish to hell | 
could step outside of myself the same way. God knows I've tried. But every time | think about what I'm coming 


back to--or rather, who I'm coming back without--| feel even lonelier and more trapped than before. 


| wonder if Dave's ever been there. If thats why he insists on helping without knowing any of the details 
beyond what he overheard today. 


The voice in my head warns me not to let my guard down (too late) or give Dave too much credit here. For all 
| know, l'm just a temporary diversion Something to take his mind off the album and give him an excuse to 
run away from his own band for a few days. 

| honestly don't give a fuck either way. Not as long as Dave makes good on his promise. 

That promise might be the only thing that gets me through this next month. 

My phone buzzes again as l'm climbing back into my truck 


/ Dad, play me something when U call, ok? / 


This time | can't help but smile, despite the knot in my throat. | hope my daughter never decides she's too old 


for lullabies. 
| Any requests? 
/ U pick! / 


Good thing she likes the Foo Fighters too. I've found the only way to get a song out of my head is to play it 


myself, and it shouldn't be too hard to improvise an acoustic version of "My Hero." 


Just hope she doesn't ask why | picked that one. 


To be continued. 


Hop On The Train To Nowhere, Baby 


One month later 


"Hey, man, where's my ice cream?" 


James is so engrossed in whatever's on the screen of his phone that he apparently doesn't hear me, even 


though I'm only a dozen feet away. 

"Thought we had a tradition going!" 

| raise my voice this time, and he raises his head in turn. | feel my grin fall just as flat as my attempted joke 
when | see the expression on his face. Not quite as bitey as the last time we saw each other, but pretty 
damn close. Buzz-killingly close. Heart-sinkingly close. 

“Sorry, what?" 

His tone is equal parts distracted and annoyed. He sounded the same way when we talked briefly this morning, 
which | wrote off as post-tour fatigue because I've had the same edge to my own voice since the Foos 


arrived home as well. Now I'm not so sure. 


"Nothing." | force a smile as | heft the duffel bag over my shoulder and step off my front porch. "Just kidding 


around. Y'know, ice cream? Like we had at the park?" 


"Gotcha," he mutters, eyes dropping immediately back to the screen. "We can grab something on the way if 
you're hungry. I'd just prefer to get the fuck outta town before we do." 


Yikes. 

"Everything okay?" 

And the award for Stupidest Question of the Century goes to..drum roll.Dave Grohl, ladies and gentlemen! 
| hear the telltale hollow click as James shuts off his phone. 

"Change of plans." 

"Oh?" 


"Yeah. Had to cancel the hotel reservations. Booked us a cabin instead." 


Questions roll through my mind like the wheels on a slot machine, too fast and too many at once for me to 


possibly know which to ask first. The one it finally settles on is "where at?" 
"Cleveland National Forest." 

"That's kinda.out of the way, isn't it?" 

As in the opposite direction of where we were originally supposed to stay. 


"We leave now, we should get there around the same time we wouldve gotten to the hotel” James points at 


my bag. "You ready to go?" 
"Mind if | grab my guitar?" 
He throws a quick glance over his shoulder, then nods. "No problem." 


As long as | hurry the fuck up. James doesn't say it, but | hear it crystal clear in his reply and rush back 
inside accordingly, not even pausing to drop my duffel. It thumps against my ribs as | take the stairs down to 
my basement studio. Had he not seemed so inexplicably tense and anxious to hit the road, | would've asked 
James if it was okay to bring my newest Les Paul and portable amplifier. But | don't know what kind of cabin 
this is. If it's in a cluster of similar dwellings like a trailer park or isolated in the darkest heart of the woods 
like those Evil Dead movies. | also have no idea if James would welcome the sound of an electric guitar or if 
loud noise is the last thing he wants to hear on this trip--hence the change of venue. | err on the side of the 


latter and grab the nearest acoustic instead. 
All the while ignoring the more obvious questions piling up in my head. 


He's hopped down from his perch on the hood of the truck by the time | return, now hurriedly rearranging 
whatever was packed in the back seat to make room for my guitar. Hunting gear by the looks of it. Camo- 
patterned duffels, tool boxes, and an oversized cooler with telltale brown stains around the edges. Oh yeah. Did 
| mention the guns? Three high caliber rifles secured to the rack that | didn't even notice last month when | 
tucked that note under his windshield wiper. Not surprising, since that was also the time he nearly drove 
straight through the front of the studio. | wonder if there will ever come a day when James pulls up in this 


behemoth without murder in his eyes. 

"Dude. You're not planning to hunt me for sport, are you?" 

Ba-dum-tsss. 

That's the last joke I'm making on this trip if they're all gonna be met with the same distracted silence. | ease 


my acoustic into the back seat (not as relieved as | should be to see that it has a friend back there) and plop 
my duffel into the spot James left me in the bed of the truck. 


“That it?" 

It takes me a moment to realize he's referring to my belongings and not that last pathetic attempt at humor. 
"Good to go," | assure him. 

"Look, | know this wasn't what we agreed on, and if you'd rather stay--" 

"Nope. Let's hit it" 

James claps me on the shoulder and practically dives into the driver's seat. | brace myself for the familiar 
squeal of tires (wondering how exactly I'll scrub scorched rubber off my driveway), but he manages to back 
out with no damage. Or drama--save for another furtive glance over his shoulder as he rumbles off down the 
street. His eyes flick to the rearview every time he turns a corner. Hard as l'm trying to keep my mouth 
shut, there's only so much fuckiness a guy can take. 

"Did you piss off the Mafia while we were on tour?" 


"What're you talking about?" 


"This." | point to the mirror. "You've been acting squirrely since you got here. Paranoid. Like someone's following 
you. And don't try to deny it, since I'd have to be in a coma not to notice.” 


James sighs through his nose, jaw stiffening to match the rest of his posture. 
"Probably nothing," 

"Well, you wanna clue me in anyway?" 

Another sigh. "Suppose it's only fair." 

"Ya think?" 


It comes out unexpectedly harsh, and | see shame in James’ eyes when they meet mine in the rearview. 


Wasn't my intention, but at least it seems to have snapped him back to reality. 

‘Lars showed up at the house while | was packing my bags" 

"Oh shit. You didn’t kill him, did you? Is that what's in the cooler back there?" 

Okay, | lied. Cracking jokes to diffuse tension is second nature and l'm liable to do it for the rest of the trip 


whether | mean to or not. At least James finally seems to recognize the humor for what it is. Judging by the 


snort. 


"No, wiseass. He came over to pick up a jacket he'd left there a while back--or so he clairmed--and saw the 
hotel reservation printout on the kitchen table. Started giving me the third degree." 


"Ah, the Danish Mafia. Guess | was half right." 


"Yeah. So then | had to make up some bullshit about why I'm going to some trendy fuckin’ hotel in downtown 
San Juan Capistrano instead of a beachfront condo or a hunting lodge or one of my usual getaways." 


Trendy fuckin’ hotel. That | picked out, and picked out specifically because they have live music every night and 
their own craft brewery on the premises. In retrospect, probably not the most considerate option for my 
sober companion (who should have been the one to choose our lodgings to begin with), but his derisive tone 
still stings a little. 

"What'd you tell him?" 

"That I'm meeting Fran" 

His ex-wife. James and | kept in touch these last few weeks and he told me all about her. Their open marriage, 
their genuinely amicable divorce, and how they still hook up on occasion It was both refreshing and uncanny to 
hear how closely their relationship mirrored mine with Jordyn Among other interesting parallels between our 
otherwise disparate lives. 

"And she's willing to cover for you?" 

James nods. "That's who | was texting when you first came outside." 

"Did you tell her why?" 

‘Lars is breathing down my neck again and | needed a break All | had to say." 

All | had to say to Taylor when he asked where | was spending the next three days was "dunno yet" My 
typical response. No need for elaboration, let alone an alibi. Never realized until now how lucky | am in that 
regard. The most objection I've ever gotten from my drummer is an eyeroll, and that's only because he knows 
how lonely | get despite my paradoxical craving for solitude and that he'll have to brace himself for the 
inevitable return of Clingy Dave. Taylor thinks I'm a reincarnated cat. If past lives exist, he's probably right. 


"I take it you kept the reservation open, then?" 


James nods again. "In case Lars calls the front desk instead of Fran. Or after he calls Fran, which is more likely. 


But | didn't wanna be there on the off-chance he actually shows up in person. Hence the change of venue." 


"But wouldn't that put Fran in an awkward position?" 


He shrugs regretfully. "I'm the one who'd catch an earful, not her." 

Part of me can't help but feel guilty. Had | minded my own business at the studio last month, James wouldn't 
have to be lying to his bandmates and dragging his ex-wife into our secret plans, making his life twice as 
complicated when my intention was the opposite. Another part of me can't help but second guess myself. What 
if Lars was right and all I'm doing is enabling James instead of helping him? What if Jason's a no-show and | 
have to make good on my promise to hire my own Pl? What if there's a legitimately good reason that his 
former bassist is avoiding him? If this all goes to shit because | intervened, do | really want that on my 
conscience? Certainly wouldn't be the first time my bleeding heart got me in trouble. 


Then | remind myself what happened the last time | ignored an obvious cry for help. 


My fingers are in my shirt pocket, pinched around the tip of the spliff, before | remember who l'm with and 
reach into the other pocket instead. 


"You mind?" | ask, holding up a fresh pack of smokes. 

James shakes his head. 

"Want one?" 

Same response. | roll down the window a few inches and pop the cig between my lips, its sweet leafy smell 
already chasing the worries from my mind. No sense getting ahead of myself. Light up. Chill out. Just roll with 
it.no matter what jt turns out to be. Sit back and enjoy the ride. 


That's when my phone rings. 


Shit. Thought | turned that fucker off. | dig it out of my back pocket to do exactly that, only to sigh when | 


see a familiar number onscreen Guess | spoke too soon about Taylor. 
"Yeah, this is Dave." 
"And this is Lars." 


Somehow | manage to mouth the words what the fuck? instead of barking them out loud. Remind me to kick 


my own ass later for not letting the call go to voicemail. If James doesn't beat me to it. 


"Hey, man!" Not sure why l'm bothering to keep my tone cheerful and oblivious. Sometimes that's all you can 


do when you've steered yourself straight into a shitstorm. "How come you're at the studio?" 


Or more specifically, our studio. 606. Where non-Foos have no business showing up unannounced. 


"lim looking for James." 
The cigarette tumbles from my fingers onto the highway. 
"Why would he be there?" 


"He's not," Lars says in the same calm, slightly condescending tone usually reserved for parents who've caught 
their kid in a lie. "So now I'm wondering if he's with you." 


"Dude, I'm on vacation, okay? Just me and my--" 

Before | can say guitar, my phone chirps, letting me know | have a new text message. Somehow | know it's 
from Lars. As usual, curiosity overrides common sense and | pull the phone away from my ear to look at 
whatever he just sent me. Which turns out to be a photo of yours truly, giving James a parting hug at the 
park last month. So much for thinking we'd escaped the cameras. So much for claiming | was with someone 


else, because James’ hand tattoos are visible. 


So much for getting Lars off the phone before James figures out who l'm talking to. One glance at the photo 
and that tattooed hand is balled into a fist. | wince as it slams against the dashboard. 


"Listen, man, can we talk later? Kinda tryin to drive here." 

"Then put me on speaker." 

"Why?" 

"So you can do both." 

He's speaking to me in exactly the same tone he used on James last month, probably because he's figured out 
that James confided in me. Now l'm nothing but another wayward child in his mind. Someone who needs to be 
lectured back into line. Well, Davey don't play that, and I'm about to just hang up on the fucker when James 
yanks the phone from my grasp. 

"Fuck do you want?" 

James rolls his eyes as Lars replies, then tosses the phone into the center console. 

"There, you're on speaker. Now make it fucking quick" 


"What were you doing in the park?" 


"None of your business." 


"Wrong," Lars says. "Soon as it hits Facebook, it's everybody's business. That's how social media works. And if 
you think my question was out of line, you should see some of these comments. All | wanna know is why you 
guys met up." 

"Why don't you fuck off and use your imagination?" 


"It was me," | pipe up. "| reached out to James because | was concerned. Told him | was going to a concert, 


asked if he wanted to join me. End of story" 

"End of story, my ass’ 

‘Listen, dude-~" 

"Did James tell you why he came storming into the recording booth?" 

"He wouldn't talk about it" 

Lars snorts. "Gotta call bullshit on that one too" 

"So what if he did?" | can feel my own fist clenching the edge of my seat. "Would you rather he do something 


stupid to blow off steam because he had no one else to talk to? You and me, man, we can still go to a bar 


whenever we're pissed off. James can't. Imagine how fuckin’ hard that must be. Least | could do was lend an 


ear, 
"And l'm sure he made me sound like a real dickbag, didn't he?" 

"Kinda like you sound right now?" James retorts 

"At least tell me no one else heard” 

Any other time, | would chuckle at the irony. Considering how | actually became privy to their falling-out 


"We could barely hear each other," | say instead. "And before you ask why we're on vacation together, that 


was my suggestion too. Take some time off. Give us both a break from our own bands." 
Someone murmurs faintly in the background. 


"If that's Taylor, he can confirm that | do this a lot. Run away. Hole up somewhere. He knows that's how | stay 


sane and he's fuckin’ grateful for it." 
"Yeah. So take notes, asshole." 


| shoot James a pleading look, trying to let him know I've got this, but he's practically glowing green at this 


point and | know the only way to break him out of Hulk mode is to separate him from the obvious source of 


his rage. | pick up the phone and tap the screen. 

‘Sorry, man. No more speaker phone." 

"Then tell James to pull over and hand it to him." 

Damn. Little Danish fucker really is relentless, isn't he? 

‘I'm the one driving here, man" 

"No you're not." 

Lars sounds so cold, so unflappable, that it almost gives me chills. Can't believe | sat in a room with this dude 
for two hours and talked like we were best friends. I'm suddenly reminded of a crime show | watched a while 
back that listed the telltale traits of a sociopath. Superficial charm. Lies. Manipulation. An obsessive need for 
control. 

Sound like anyone we know? 

"How would you know that?" | glance into the rearview mirror, half expecting to see him on our tail. Now | 
know why James kept doing likewise. "Did you follow us? Were you outside my fucking house when James picked 
me up?" 

"Why would | have gone to your studio looking for him if | was?" 

Shit, that's right. | completely forgot where Lars was calling from and why | answered the phone in the first 
place. That's how fucking flustered he's gotten me. I'm starting to think James deserves more credit for 
keeping his temper than losing it. 

"My point is--" 

"Dave, | need you to do me a favor." 

"What?" | grunt. 

"Just listen to what | have to say. Hear me out. If | promise not to call you again, can you at least do that?" 
It unnerves me, how subtly and seamlessly the concern has crept back into Lars' voice. To the point where my 
skin suddenly feels crawly and | have to fight the urge to unbuckle my seatbelt and scratch myself all over. 


No way am | falling for this nice guy act again 


"A second ago, you wanted to talk to James." 


"That was before | realized how paranoid you sound” 

Snort. "Can you blame me?" 

"No. Not after what James has obviously been telling you" 

"Unless it's bullshit, | don't see why | should continue this conversation" 

"Exactly," James says. "So hang up the phone.” 

Aside from morbid curiosity, | almost added. Which is the only reason | don't do exactly that 

"| have no reason to bullshit you, Dave. | just want to remind you that there are two sides to every story" 
Three, actually. Two sides and the truth. Not exactly sure who told me that.probably my mom, and probably 
that time in high school when she caught my cousin and | smoking a joint behind the garage and we each 
accused the other of supplying it 

Which was the truth, you ask? Good question. Wish | could remember. 

"Fine. You have about five minutes before the reception gets shitty, so make ‘em count 


"Thank you. | appreciate that.” 


James’ knuckles tighten around the wheel. I'll be lucky if he doesn't boot my ass out when we stop for gas. If 
he even waits that long. 


"The reason | knew James was driving," Lars goes on, "is because he always does. You probably offered and got 


an immediate no. Am | right?" 

Yep. It's practically a rhetorical question 

"What's your point?" 

"That I've known James a lot longer and a lot better than you do." 
No shit. The longer part, anyway. 

"And?" 


"You need to be careful indulging these obsessions of his. | don't know if you've ever dealt with anyone with an 


addictive personality before--" 


"Dude!" | can't help but laugh. Rather bitterly. "Have you forgotten what business l'm in?" 


"So then you know that the more you give him, the more he'll need. The more he'll demand. The more he'll 


take." 

"More of what, exactly?" 

"Whatever consolation you're providing." 

The hell? Is Lars implying what | think he is, or did my dirty mind hop the express train to Fucktown yet again? 
"An ear and a shoulder,” | reply. "That's all 

"Yeah. For now." 

Hal Knew it. 


‘Let's say you're right--which you're not, by the way, but lets pretend for argument's sake. Would it really 
be that fucking bad if James and | got involved?" 


James lets go of the wheel to facepalm with both hands. 

"Jesus," Lars mutters. "That is so NOT what | was talking about" 

"Sure fuckin’ sounded like it." 

"Then I'll answer your question anyway. Yes. It would be bad. You'll know that if you've been in a relationship 
with an addict before." He pauses for a beat, as if to let the names and faces reel through my mind. “All this 
Jason shit? It's just another addiction, whether James wants to admit that or not. He'll quit for a while and 
then he'll relapse. Quit and relapse. Over and over. That's the real reason Jason cut off contact this last time. 
He realized he was enabling James. That, and he was just plain sick of it." 

"And when exactly did he say this?" 

"He didn't have to. It's obvious to anyone but James.” 

James. Who's staring daggers right now, judging by the prickly feeling on the side of my face. 


‘| get what you're saying, okay?" 


"Do you?" Lars asks. 


"Just because | act like a fucking idiot sometimes doesn't mean | am one. Yes, | have plenty of experience with 
the sort of people you mentioned. And yes, | can honestly say | learned a thing or two. Including that it's 
entirely possible to listen and be supportive without making shit worse." 

Its not as easy as you think" 

"Warning noted." James is making the cut it off motion, which probably means l'm seconds away from having 
my phone yanked away and Frisbee'd straight out the window. "Anything else? Or can | hang up and enjoy my 
vacation in peace now?" 

Lars sighs. "Stay away from Jason" 


"Like he's giving us any other choice." 


"Not kidding here, Dave. James will manipulate you into helping him look, if he hasn't already. | need you both to 
respect Jason's wishes and leave him alone." 


The proverbial light bulb goes on in my head. 

| think | see what's really going on here.. 

"So you two are in touch?" 

Silence. Followed by an edge to Lars’ voice that all but confirms my suspicions. 

"Stay the fuck away. You won't like what happens otherwise." 

Then he hangs up. On ME. Just like that! 

"Yo, I'm pretty sure your drummer just threatened me." 

James could not possibly look less surprised. Or more disgusted. "Told you to hang up the phone." 

‘Sorry. That was my bad" | tap the text icon just so | can clear out its contents and find myself lingering on 
the photo of James and me in the park. My arms wrapped tighter than | remember. His face buried in my 
hair. | didn't think we hugged long enough for anyone to take a picture, but there it is. Not even the slightest 
hint of motion blur. Nothing to suggest either of us was in a hurry to part. It's only when | see an incoming 
text from Lars that l'm jolted back to the present. | delete the conversation without reading his latest 
response and shut my phone off completely. "And | hate to tell you this, man, but I'm pretty sure Lars might 


be--" 


"Fucking Jason" 


| blink stupidly. "Wait..are they?" 

James nods, jaw rigid, gaze steely and fixed on the highway. 
"Holy shit. For real?" 

"Pretty damn sure” 

"As in you know that for a fact, or?" 


"Not yet" He turns back to me with eyes not quite narrowed enough to hide their liquid sheen or their glint of 


pain. “But the writing's on the fuckin’ wall, wouldn't you agree?" 
In ten foot neon letters. | don't know why it took me this long to see it. 
"How long have you suspected?" 


James plucks a pair of mirrored aviators from the visor and shoves them onto his face, even though the sky 
is overcast. "Last couple weeks. Caught Lars sneaking off to take private calls. You know, being all whispery and 
shit. Then he'd come back and pretend it was his wife or kids. Like | don't know how he usually talks to them. 
Like we haven't been in a band together for the better part of forty years. Like I'm not his best friend who 
knows him better than anyone." He turns away, not-so-discreetly dragging his shirt cuff across his cheek. 


"Thirk that's what hurts the most 

"Not Jason?" 

‘Least he's not the one lying through his teeth every time he talks’ 
| lean back in my seat and let out a weary "fuuuuuuuck." 


"Y'know, in a sick way, | felt relieved when | realized what was going on. All this time, they both had me 
convinced | was the problem. That | was the bad guy. And | believed it too. When | first agreed to come out 
here, my plan was to throw myself on Jason's mercy--sink to my fuckin' knees if | had to--and beg him to 
forgive me for all the times | hurt him and for all the times | wasn't the person he needed me to be. | 
thought he was avoiding me as punishment, and it made me hate myself so goddamn much that | couldn't look 
in a mirror without wanting to put my fist through my own reflection. But apparently he's much, much colder 
than that. Or he had some unfinished business with Lars. Either way, | know now that its not me. It's not my 
fault. | just wish those two chicken shits had the decency to be honest from the beginning.’ 


My eyes flick to the dash. To the vent that was neither closed nor cracked before James punched it. 


"Can't imagine there'd be an easy way to make a confession like that." 


Especially if you want to keep all your teeth. 
"Doesn't matter," James says. "One of these days I'll catch ‘em in the act. Won't have any other choice then" 
"Is that your plan for the concert?" 


"What?" 


"Catch ‘em in the act. Because there's no way Lars would be stupid enough to show up at a Chevy Metal gig 
after that stunt he pulled just now. Taylor would tell me, and | would tell you." 


"No shit" 

"Same with Jason" 

"Like | said. No shit." 

"And you still wanna go?" 

"You see me pullin’ a U-turn right now?" 

"| don't mean the trip itself. | mean the concert." 

"So do |." 

All righty then. 

| know better than to keep asking questions, especially when James turns on Ozzy's Boneyard and cranks the 
volume to conversation-proof decibels. Instead | casually chain smoke my way through the next hour or so, 
staring out the window and trying not to think of ways to divert my gun-toting travel companion from dark 
thoughts of confrontation and revenge--which naturally proves impossible. Just when | decide to switch 
tactics, to concentrate as hard as | can on whatever l'm trying to avoid so that distraction (Murphy's Law? 
ADHD? simple old age?) inevitably takes over, "Harvester of Sorrow" comes on the radio. 

James turns it off immediately. Thank fuck. 

"So what was all that about you and me getting involved?" 

Ah, shit. Where's the music when you need it? 


"Nothing," | reply. "Sounded like that's what Lars was insinuating, but | was wrong." 


"What was he actually saying?" 


‘lm sure you can guess." 
| only caught your half of the conversation" 


No sense in lying. James’ Bullshit-o-Meter is obviously finely calibrated and more sensitive than a polygraph by 
now. At least it's nothing he hasn't heard before. | hope. 


"That you'll take advantage of me if I'm not careful." 

Silence. An especially heavy one. 

"You know | don't buy it," | add. "Right?" 

"Just like Jason" 

"What?" 

James shakes his head. "Lars thinks I'll do to you what | did to Jason" 
"Does that include..y'know..everything?" 


"Jesus," he snorts. "Is your mind always in the fuckin’ gutter, or just when we're trying to have a 


conversation?" 

Like | said, no sense in lying. Better to avoid that question entirely. 

"Hey, man. You gotta admit that's what it sounded like.” 

“All | meant was.." He shakes his head again. "Never mind." 

"James. C'mon" 

"You're right. Lars probably did mean everything | did to Jason. Found a kindred spirit, got as close as possible 
because | was still grieving over the last one, poured my fuckin’ heart out, and fell in love when he trusted me 
enough to do the same thing. Then | refused to let him go. Held on so tight that he suffocated and had to run 
away just so he could breathe again" He swallows hard, no longer attempting to hide the tears as he wipes 
them away. "And yeah, we fucked. As much as we could. To the point that | started to prefer Jason's company 
over Lars, and what was supposed to be an open relationship ended up shutting him out completely. So when 


Jason finally left, | had no one." 


"Damn. That's some heavy shit, bro." 


Wish to fuck | had a beer to wash it down with. Because, just as | feared, it's all way too familiar and I'm not 


very good at handling those kinds of memories sober. 


"That's not even scratching the surface," James replies. "So for the sake of both our sanity, maybe that's all | 


should say about it! 

"Dude, | didn't mean it like that 

"| know" 

"So talk about whatever you want, whenever you want. l'm here to listen" 


| appreciate that, Dave. It's just." he makes an abrupt turn into the gas station that's just appeared on our 
right and sidles the truck up to the lone diesel pump. "Might wanna stock up on cigs while we're here. Pretty 
sure they don't sell ‘em at the campground." 


"What were you gonna say?" 


James opens the door and hops out. Just when | assume he's ignoring the question and reach for the handle to 


do likewise, he turns around again with a sigh. 
"That Lars knows me better than | like to admit." 
"Meaning what?" 


"You're a good friend and you're easy to talk to. Maybe too easy. Means | have to be careful not to let history 
repeat itself." 


With that, he shuts the door and turns his full attention to the pump. 


| try not to think too hard about his last comment, but of course you know how that goes. At least | 
recognize a signal to shut up and change the subject when | see one. By the time | emerge from the 
convenience store--two cartons of smokes in one hand, a grocery bag filled with soda and coffee grounds and 
s'mores fixings in the other--James is already back in the driver's seat with his cowboy hat pulled low and 


AC/DC churning from the speakers. 
That's exactly how we pass the remainder of the drive. 


Our log cabin, when we pull up to it twenty minutes later, turns out to be neither the sprawling, pseudo-rustic 
McMansion they advertise in magazines nor the trailer park variety. Thankfully its nothing close to the 
dilapidated, bat and ghost-infested shack | envisioned either. It's a quaint little place, situated in its own little 
picket fenced acre at the end of an unpaved but well maintained road. The other cabins are far enough away 


that | could safely crank my amp all the way up had | opted to bring it. I'm glad | didn't. Between the fire pit, 


the outdoor jacuzzi, the gentle rushing of a nearby creek, and the lush green woods surrounding the cluster of 


cabins, l'm suddenly very calm and excited at the same time and can't wait to go exploring. 
"Don't we have to pick up the key first?" 
James shakes his head. "Just punch the code into the front door. 0518," 


| repeat the number under my breath as | pull my acoustic from the back seat and sprint up the steps of the 


wraparound porch. 
"Want me to wait for you?" 


"Nah," James grunts as he hefts the cooler onto the gravel driveway. "Go check it out. Make sure there're no 


mice or squirrels or crazy hillbillies and shit” 

"Should | bring a gun or just scream bloody murder if there are?" 

"Brain ‘em with your guitar." 

| key in the code, grateful for the much-needed chuckle. And the smell of cinnamon and freshly chopped 
firewood that greets me as | open the door. Not to mention the view. Vaulted ceilings, leather furniture, and 
beautiful hand-woven rugs spread out over gleaming hardwood floors. Nary a rodent or a Devil's Reject in 
sight. It isn’t until I've opened the last door at the end of the hall that | find anything amiss..and remember the 
comment James made at the gas station. 

Unfortunately he has everything unloaded by the time | walk back outside. 

"What's wrong?" he asks when he looks up and sees my expression 

"Nothing, necessarily." 

"Please tell me there's not a fucking outhouse instead of an actual bathroom." 

"Nope, the bathroom looks great. So does the rest of the cabin" 


James pushes the hat back from his brow. "What's the problem, then?" 


"l'm just wondering if you knew there was only one bed when you rented this place." 


To be continued. 


Lights Go Out And Your Head Starts Spinning 


Author's Notes: 
The flashbacks and dream sequences in this chapter (and the ones to follow) are direct references to Liber XV 


by Nexus. In fact, | may as well come clean and admit that l'm writing this fic as an unauthorized, unofficial 
sequel of sorts. This story takes place 30 years later. James would inevitably have forgotten some details and 
mis-remember others, so | deliberately refrained from rereading the original for the sake of portraying his 
memories realistically. You should definitely read it, though.it's some of the hottest and most prosaically 
written smut in Metalli-fic history. Anyway. Be warned that there are epic levels of angst from this point on, 
but I've done my best to temper it with equally liberal doses of snarky humor, cuteness, and sexual tension. 


Wouldn't be a Dave Grohl fic without them, after alll 


We called it the Whiskey Train. 


It began with the parting and rejoining of mouths. My bruised lips coming unglued from Lars and fusing 
immediately around the opening of the bottle while Jason sank to his knees between us. The weight of glass on 
my tongue as | watched Jason wrap his around the head of Lars’ cock. Feeling my fingers tighten reflexively 
around the neck as he wrapped his fingers around the shaft for a few frenzied strokes before letting go to 
take it all in. 


Only when Lars threw back his head with a groan did | do the same. Bottoms up. Bubbles through amber. Liquid 
heat straight down my throat. 


But not too much. Just enough to numb the throbbing in my groin so | wouldn't erupt from the mere sight of 
my boyfriend skull-fucking our bassist. Then came the first real swig. The one | would hold in my mouth for a 
few seconds to temper the burn, cutting whiskey with saliva so whoever's lips | fused mine to might taste me 


as the liquid rushed over his tongue. 


This first time around, it was Lars. He didn't swallow either. Instead, he tightened his fist in Jason's hair and 
pulled him off his dick. The head popped from Jason's lips like a cork--a sound | heard only in my mind as Black 
Sabbath thundered from the speaker next to the bed--and bounced in tempo with Jason's body hitting the 
mattress. He arched his back in anticipation, or maybe just glorious coincidence, so that the whiskey Lars 


released onto his flesh a moment later flowed right up his sternum and pooled in the hollow of his throat. 
My turn 


"Who do you belong to?" | whispered when | came up for air, keeping my lips just out of Jason's reach but 


close enough to breathe the last essence of our magic potion directly into his lungs. 


He shuddered at the heat of my breath. Swallowed hard. Looked straight through my soul with those innocent 


blue eyes and replied with unmistakable conviction, "to you and Lars." 
The breath hitches in my throat. 
And with it, Jason dissolves into nothing. 


| don't know whether to be heartbroken or grateful beyond words when | open my eyes to neither a puddle of 
tears beneath my face nor the urge to sob my throat raw when | realize it was only a dream. It's not that 
lm numb. There's still that horrible sensation in my chest, what feels at once like a crushing weight and a 
sucking emptiness, a black hole that tears at my bones with its relentless gravity but refuses to do me the 
mercy of consuming me whole. But even that retreats into memory as soon as | sit up, leaving only the dull 
tingle of guilt in its wake. 


l'm no fool. | paid attention in therapy. | know the difference between progress and its illusion. | know avoidance 
when | see the motherfucker, just like I've come to recognize its evil twin: grief. | know that | only woke up 
before the dream reached its inevitable breaking point just now because l'm not ready to be..well..broken. And | 


know that I'm not ready to be broken because | don't know if | could survive it just yet. 
Who do you belong to? 


Not to Metallica--although Jason was still so naive and so fucking enamored of his new band that | half 
expected him to blurt it out even though he knew that's not the answer | expected. This was not a pledge of 
allegiance. This was not, as he put it right before the Whiskey Train left the station, "a belated sex initiation" | 
mean, yeah, looking back, it was technically both, but we knew deep down it was something far more powerful 
and intimate than either. We didn't need to put a name to it. We couldn't if we tried. But we knew exactly what 
it meant, and that nothing had ever felt more real or more right or more worthy of consummation in every 
sense of the term. Jason didn't need to say it any more than | needed to hear it. | only asked because | wanted 


to hear those four beautiful words 

To you and Lars 

To me and Lars. 

To ME. 

„ard Lars 

Like | said, l'm no fool. | know the real reason Jason said it that way is because | was the one asking the 
question at the time. Had Lars asked, the reply would have been fo you and James Simple grammar. Nothing 


more. 


Still, | managed to convince myself that Jason chose the order of his words deliberately. That he already loved 


me the most. That he somehow knew | would come to feel likewise with him. That Lars was merely part of a 


package deal and was acknowledging his possession by default. 
Hindsight is a fucking bitch, ain't she? 

So is irony. So is karma. 

So is this flimsy mattress and the steel frame digging into my ribs. 


| reach out of habit for my phone, then remember it's been off since | picked up Dave. The luminous dial on 
my watch tells me it's barely past one. Feels like much later. The Whiskey Train dreams usually hit me just 
before dawn for some reason, as if guilt has decided to be doubly cruel by taunting me with tears and 


morning wood at the same time. 
At least now | don't have to go hide in the shower and dredge up some other memory to jerk off to. 


But there's no way I'm going back to sleep just yet. Not gonna risk falling back into the dream where it left 
off, because | know what comes next. Jason begging to be fucked. Pleading like his life depends on it. Lars 
chuckling, telling Jason he's adorable and that there are several ways we could go about thot. 


And only one Im interested in, would be my eternal reply. 
Fuck. Here comes that crushing emptiness in my chest again 


The bedframe thumps as | throw off the sheet and swing my feet to the floor. (By the way, I'm being very 
generous calling this piece of shit a bed. You'd think the expensive leather couch it folded out from would have 
something better quality than a prison cot hidden inside.) | shoot a glance down the hall at the bedroom door. 
Still closed. Light off. No sound of footsteps despite the racket | made just now. 


Dave's either a naturally deep sleeper or he toked himself straight into a coma. 


Nonetheless, | don't want to risk waking him, so | pull a shirt over my head and tuck my flip flops under my 
arm. Figure I'll sit outside for a while. Stir up the embers in that fire pit. Strum my acoustic until | feel sleepy 
again. Sounds like a plan, right? 


Except that nothing ever goes the way | plan any more. 


Sometimes it's my own fault for rushing around and being stupid. Like this morning, when | left the hotel 
reservation printout on the table for Lars to find. | know by now that nothing is safe from his prying eyes and 
that my private residence is no exception. Or the cabin | booked over the phone without checking the website 
first. | asked how many people it sleeps, and the manager told me four. Turns out that meant two in the bed 
and two on the pullout couch. My bad. Should've done my homework first. 


Then there's the shit | have no control over--like my own mind. My own memories. My own emotions. And the 


way those motherfuckers seem to creep over me like mosquitoes and suck the hope and contentment from 
my life before | even feel their sting. Like right now. Smores sitting cold and heavy in my gut like swallowed 
stones. Warm, soothing night air wasted on numb skin The moonlit panorama of trees and hills and stars 
flattened into little more than a distant onscreen projection A quiet, picturesque spot in the middle of paradise 
that feels more like a newfound corner of hell. 


Think I'm exaggerating? Being dramatic? Feeling too fuckin’ sorry for myself? Maybe. But don't judge me until 
someone you love throws you aside with no explanation and you realize too late that you can't live without 


them. 


Needless to say | can't think of a damn thing to play once | plant my ass in the chair next to the fire pit. 
Every song in my repertoire has some kind of memory attached that I'd rather not have running through my 
head right now. | pick through the minor scales a couple times just to get my fingers moving--just to be 
playing something--but even the simplest progressions of notes end up reminding me of songs that remind me 


of things | wish | could forget: 


So | give up and put the guitar aside. Slump back in my chair. Listen to the silence. The low, ever-present 
thrum of my damaged eardrums. The occasional breeze and hollow clang of windchimes. The distant trickle of 
the creek. It does nothing to soothe me, but eventually | feel my head getting heavy again from the sheer 
monotony. | stand up to go back inside. 


That's when | hear something that raises the hackles on my neck. 


A rustling in the trees down by the creek. The snap of a branch. Heavy, uneven footsteps growing 


progressively louder, as if some big-ass animal is plowing its way toward the cabin 
Could be a mountain lion. Or even a bear. Apparently they're a common sight around here, which is why the 
manager warned me not to leave food outside. And to close the lid on the grill--which | suspect Dave forgot to 


do as soon as he lit that first after-dinner joint. This place probably smells like McDonald's to every woodland 
creature within half a mile. 


Another snap, followed by a clatter of rocks, a splash, and what almost sounds like a muttered "shit!" 

Shit is right. That's no wild animal. 

That's a fucking human 

I'm out of my flip-flops and sprinting barefoot toward the cabin in a heartbeat. Goddamn manager must've let 
my name slip to one of the other guests. Wouldn't be the first time. You can't trust hotel staff in this 
business, even the ones who claim not to recognize you or act like they don't care. But this time, | have no 


right to be pissed at anyone but myself. This is what | get for letting my guard down. 


Either way, my intruder is about to get a very rude awakening. 


| stalk back outside with a loaded bolt-action Remington just in time to see a hulking, hooded figure shamble 


out from a clearing in the trees. 

"Stop right there, fucker!" 

It freezes instantly. There's no way to tell if it's a man or a woman (the last stalker | chased off my property 
was of the female persuasion), or even if its a person or a fucking Sasquatch. It's too dark and I'm still too far 
away. Which means there's also no way to know if its about to turn around and run or charge straight at me. 
So | chamber a round and watch both hands fly up defensively as the figure drops to a crouch. 

"One move and I'll blow your head off!" 

"Whoa, whoa, whoa! It's me, man!" 

The breath catches in my throat. 

"Dave 

"Fuck are you doing?" he snaps. 


"The fuck are YOU doing?" 


He doesn't answer. Or move. Not until | remember to lower my gun. Even then, he just stands there, gawking 


at me. 


"Are you crazy?" | ask over the thudding of my heart. "I almost shot you. | thought you were a fuckin’ Yeti or 


something." 

Dave snorts, pushing back the hood of his sweatshirt so he can rake a hand through his hair. 
"Yetis live in Asia. This is North America, dumbass." 

| wish to fuck | could laugh. Maybe later, when I'm no longer on the verge of a heart attack. 
"Yeti, Bigfoot, whatever. How did you even get outside?" 

He looks at me like I'm high, even though he's the one with the not-so-secret stash. 

"There's another door in the bedroom. Remember?" 


Oh yeah. 


"Well, then, why the fuck were you splashing through the creek?" 
"| slipped on the rocks." 


My turn to rake my hand through my hair. "No, asshole. | mean why were you down there in the first place? 
At one in the fuckin’ morning?" 


"| couldn't sleep," he replies in a tone clearly intended to make me feel like the idiot | am. "And | assume you 


couldn't either, or you wouldn't be out here playing guitar. | was gonna come up here and join you." 

"Then why didn't you say something?" 

"Didn't think you could hear me." 

"Right. Even though you could clearly hear me" 

Dave sighs. "Dude, l'm sorry | scared you and all, but..will you chill the fuck out already?" 

"That's what | was trying to do before you--" 

"Gimme the gun" 

He pulls it away before my fingers can tighten around the barrel or | can manage a "why?" 

"So you can resume chilling out” 

"Don't think that's gonna happen tonight." 

"Well, you think wrong." 

| clench my jaw defiantly, but it's no use. Dave's already over it. He disarmed me with no effort at all and left 
me standing here empty-handed (barefoot and in my fucking boxers, no less) like some confused old man. May 
as well admit defeat. | turn to follow him back to the cabin, but he points to the campfire chairs instead. 
"Stay here." 

"Look, Dave, I'm not really in the mood to jam right now." 


"Good. Me either." 


| watch him retreat to the cabin without another word. A light comes on in the kitchen It goes off again a few 


minutes later, and he reappears with a mug in either hand and a triumphant grin on his face. | can tell because 


those damn choppers of his are glinting in the moonlight from twenty feet away. 

Hey, man, where's my ice cream? Thought we had a tradition going! 

Its on the tip of my tongue. | know it would earn me a laugh. A big, hearty, appreciative one, since Dave 
probably assumes | missed the joke this morning and would be pleasantly surprised that | remembered. Hell, I'm 
surprised that | remembered. But | don't say it. Even though | want to. Even though | know it would make me 
feel better to lighten the mood. Misery dies hard, | guess. 

"Not sure caffeine is very conducive to chilling," | say instead. 

"It's hot chocolate, smartass" 

He presses the steaming mug into my hand. And damn, does it smell good. 

"Doesn't sugar have the same effect?" 

Dave snorts. "Sugar highs are a myth." 


"Thank fuck, or you'd be orbiting the Earth by now." 


| wasn't trying to be funny, but it earns me a laugh after all. Or rather a mouthful of Swiss Miss that ends 


up all over my face and shirt. 

"Aww shit, man, I'm sorry. l'm really sorry!" 

| lick the spray off my lips before | realize what I'm doing and wipe the rest on my sleeve. 

"This your way of getting even for pointing a gun at you?" 

"Stop," he begs breathlessly. "You're gonna make me do it again" 

"Or finding an excuse to swap spit?" 

"Dude, l'm serious. Quit it!" 

“Cause I'd be happy to return the favor." 

There's a half second of awkward, bug-eyed silence as we both realize how that sounded. Then a roar of 
laughter so loud that the whole mountain probably heard. It's only when my ribs start to hurt that | realize 


half the racket is coming from me. 


"Oh, would you now?" he teases. 


"Shut up and drink your cocoa’ 
"But it's all over you" 

Another silence as Dave bites his tongue before he can say /d have to lick it off 
Or at least | assume thats what he was about to say. 


There. You see what | mean? Can't spend five minutes around this fucker without my mind ending up in the 
gutter too. | clear my throat and tip half the contents of my mug into his. 


"Whoa, thanks, dude. You didn't have to--" 

"Someone's gotta be the bigger man here." 

Dave stifles a snort. "Not even gonna touch that one." 

"Better not touch anything of mine, Grohl.” 

"Now that sounds like a challenge!" 

"Like | said. Shut up and drink your damn cocoa." 

| turn to plop down in one of the camp chairs, only for Dave to catch me by the elbow. 

"C'mon. | know an even better place." 

"For what?" 

"Just come on," he insists, tugging me in the direction of the clearing he stumbled out from just now. The 
creek. Before | can grumble about any of the countless reasons I'd rather not go down there, I'm greeted with 
a sight that damn near leaves me breathless. 

"Wow." 

"Nice, isn't it?" 

Ill say. But instead | nod dumbly. 

Dave lets go of my arm and wanders barefoot into the glistening water. Its gently rushing surface reflects the 


full moon from a million different angles. | was apparently so busy giving him the third degree just now that | 


didn't even notice it had come out from behind the clouds. 


"Betcha didn't think it would be this bright, did you?" 
| shake my head, "Wasn't thinking about it at all" 

"Ah. Now there's your problem," he says with a chuckle. "Can't see the forest for the creek" 
"| think that's supposed to be trees.” 

"What?" 

"Trees. Forest for the frees" 


"Same difference." Dave wades a few paces downstream, then looks back over his shoulder. "You coming or 


not?" 
"Where?" 

"Place | told you about! 

"We can't just walk along the bank?" 


"Quit being such a whiny old geezer. You'll have to get your feet wet either way, so you may as well hop right 
in and enjoy yourself” 


"Are you high?" 


He doesn't answer. Just flashes me that damn Cheshire Cat grin and sloshes cheerfully away, leaving me no 
choice but to follow. Last thing | want is to prove him right about the whiny old geezer remark. | should shove 
him into the water just for saying that. 


Speaking of the water. It's so cold at first step that the air rushes out of my lungs in a startled huff. 
Thankfully Dave is too far ahead to hear. | fully expect to be numb from the knees down and shivering my ass 
off by the time we get to wherever the fuck we're going, but it only takes a few short paces before the chill 
abates into a soothing coolness that almost makes me wish the water were deep enough to swim. 
Unfortunately it just grows shallower. But my disappointment is short lived when | catch up to Dave and see 
that he's discovered a tiny island in the middle of the creek, bordered on either side by shimmering silver 


channels that put my original glimpse to shame. 
He plants himself yogi-style on a wide, flat boulder and pats the seat next to him. "Take a load off" 


"When did you find this place?" 


"While you were at the manager's office." 

That would be right after we arrived and | tried unsuccessfully to upgrade us to a larger cabin My fallback 
plan was to re-pack the truck, drive us to San Juan Capistrano, and check in to the hotel we originally booked, 
but Dave insisted we stay here. Now | can almost see why. 


"Guess | should've brought a couple fishing poles." 


"So | could catch a hook in the eyeball instead of a bullet when you mistake me for the local wildlife, you 


mean?" 


Nope. Not this time. Not gonna give Dave the satisfaction of a comeback. Instead, | take a sip of my neglected 
cocoa and settle back onto the rock beside him. 


"This is twice now." 
"What?" Dave asks. 
That he's brought me something sweet and taken me off the beaten path in hopes of cheering me up and 


showing me things l'm unable to see for myself. But | don't know how to say it out loud without sounding 
completely fucking gay. He'd tease me mercilessly. Never let me hear the end of it. 


"Nothing." Another sip. "Just tired. Thinking out loud." 

"Gotcha" 

| can tell he doesn't believe it but knows better than to call my bluff. At first lm grateful. Then, as the silence 
between us grows longer and heavier, | find myself wishing l'd been honest after all. Choice of words be 
damned. 

Just as | open my mouth to say thank you, Dave pipes up instead. 

"Told you to give me the couch." 


"Seriously? This fuckin’ argument again?" 


"There's no argument, dude. Not when you spend an hour rolling back and forth on the world's squeakiest fold- 
out, cursing under your breath the whole time. Really wanna do that for three nights straight?" 


"Dave, it's fine. | can--" 


"Let me rephrase that. You really think | wanna Asten to that for three nights straight?" 


Jesus. Here | thought he was fast asleep the whole time. Now | feel like a dick and a half, on top of all the 
other shit rolling through my mind. 


"Like | was about to say, | can fold it back up. Sleep on the couch itself" 


'Riiliight,’ he chuckles. "Even though it's too short to stretch out. Even though the leather will make you 


sweaty and stick to your skin. How exactly are either of those an improvement?" 
"Then I'll pull the stupid mattress onto the floor." 


"You're forgetting that my hidden talent is the ability to sleep soundly on virtually any surface known to man 


It's noise that wakes me up." 

"Which you won't hear any more if | pull the mattress onto the floor.” 

‘If you say so." 

"| just did" And when there's no retort, "There. Problem solved." 

Dave at least has the decency to hide his smirk behind the mug as he takes a long, placid sip. | know it's there. 
| just can't see it. | also know he'll insist on having the last word once we get back to the cabin, and that I'll 
wake up in the morning in a nice king sized bed. With a nice king sized dose of guilt. 

"Or we could go back to the hotel. Reservation's still open” 

"But | like it here," Dave protests. "Forget the hotel. You had the right idea all along.” 

"| don't know about that" 

"Only because you haven't had a decent night's sleep." 

"Neither have you, obviously.” 

He puts the mug aside and reclines contentedly, folding his arms behind his head. "The night is still young," 
Unlike us, | could say. Or | could stretch out and let my creaking joints make the same point. Not that either of 
us would hear over the flowing water. | let my gaze settle on the rippling surface. Concentrate on the billion 
tiny flashbulbs of moonlight as if | might finally manage to hypnotize myself.. 

„and for a brief, merciful moment, | do. The voices in my head fall silent. The memories fade to black. The 


weight of my body dissipates into the whisper of the breeze and the motion of the current. | feel nothing. 
Nothing but peace. Nothing but calm. 


Then awareness hits me like a fist to the gut. With it comes the bile-flood of reality, the bitter realization 
that everything painful is still right there inside me. All | did was distract myself. All | did was forget for one 
mocking second how much | despise the very concept of distraction because it's no escape. It doesn't change a 
goddamn thing. It just makes returning to whatever I'm running away from that much more painful. 


"You ever have the same dream over and over?" 


It takes me a second to realize who asked the question And that my mouth is hanging open not because the 


words just left it, but out of surprise at Dave's uncanny timing. 
Was the fucker reading my mind? 


"Yeah," | hear myself say in a strangely hollow voice, like l'm trying to sound detached without even realizing it. 


"Think we all have at some point" 

"What do you do about it?" 

"Me specifically, or people in general?" 

"You." 

I'd almost suspect Dave was playing psychiatrist if his tone weren't so innocent and curious. Maybe the weed 
he was obviously smoking before | came outside finally caught up with him. | glance over to see him gazing up 
at the stars. Yep. He's baked all right. Almost makes me wish | still had the luxury. That | was still naive 
enough to believe that chemicals are the cure instead of flimsy, overpriced band-aids that fall off too quickly 


and leave me hurting even worse. 


"Well, | guess | try to figure out what my brain is really telling me. Then | try to figure out what to do about 
it" 


"I bet the second part is harder than the first." 
"Fuckin A." 


He's silent for a moment. Then, out of the corner of my eye, | see him rise to his elbows and cock his head 


toward me. 
"You dream about Jason a lot?" 
My fingers clench around the mug. "Is that a rhetorical question?" 


"Different stuff, or the same thing every time?" 


Who do you belong to? 

"Same thing. Not always in the same order, or the same words, but yeah. Same fuckin’ thing every time." 

To you and Lars 

"What happens?" Dave asks. 

"In the dreams?" 

He nods. 

"Does it matter?" 

"Obviously, or you wouldn't be dreaming it." 

"No, smartass. | mean why do you care?" 

"Curiosity." He lies back again, tucking his hands into the pocket of his hoodie this time. "And sometimes it's 
good to tell someone else. Get another perspective, y'know? Like when | keep dreaming the same stuff night 
after night, and nothing | do seems to help, | go bug Taylor. Make him listen to my crazy brain chatter for a 
while. Helps to get it out there even if he doesn't have any new insights." 

"You really wanna hear this shit?" 

"Wouldn't be asking if | didnt.” 

| tip back the mug, only to realize | already drank the last of the cocoa and don't even remember. So | set it 
aside. Listen to the echo of ceramic against rock Heave an equally hollow sigh as | settle onto my back next to 
Dave. 

"Guess you're cheaper than a real shrink" 

He chuckles. "And a hell of a lot more fun" 

"Yeah, well, you better make good on that claim, because l'm not exactly enjoying the session so far." 

"Sorry, dude. You don't have to say anything if you dont want--" 


"The Whiskey Train" 


"Huh?" 


Too late now. It's already left the station and l'm just gonna see where it goes. 

“That's what we called it when Lars and | and..and Jason.when we would get drunk and get naked and start 
passing shots around mouth to mouth. Or we'd dribble it right onto his body and take turns licking it off. 
Hollow of his throat. Small of his back" 

"Belly button," Dave adds dreamily. 


"Yep. Anywhere we could pour it” 


"Always preferred tequila when it comes to body shots. Add a twist of fresh lime, and man! Really brings out 
the salt in the sweat." 


| don't know whether to laugh or cringe. 

"Are we talking about my dream or yours?" 

"Sorry, dude. You mentioned two of my favorite subjects and | couldn't help myself" 

"Tequila shots came later," | explain. "Mexican leg of our Damaged Justice Tour. The Whiskey Train.that was 
right after Jason joined the band. Not right after. More like six months. After we hazed the shit out of him 
and did everything possible to make him hate us and want to quit Metallica, there he was, more committed 
than ever. | knew that was it. | knew he was the one. The one we were meant to find, the one who would bring 
us all back together and make the band whole again. | even thought that maybe Cliff had a hand in it somehow, 
like he personally guided Jason to us. Gave his blessing. | could feel it in my heart. So one night we made it 

of ficial." 

"A belated sex initiation?" 

| catch my breath as a chill runs through me. "What did you just say?" 

"Sex initiation,” Dave repeats with an chuckle. "Trust me, | know all about those!" 


"You said belated" 


Just like Jason The exact same wording, in the exact same innocently playful tone. It's almost like Dave was 


channeling him just now. 


"Yeah, because you mentioned that six months had gone by. | think we made Chris wait a grand total of three 
hours after the announcement before we jumped his bones." 


"That's way more than | needed to know." 


"Hey. No such thing as Too Much Information in the Grohl English Dictionary, so you'll have to forgive me if | 
don't know the meaning of the term." 


An uncanny coincidence, then. Guess that beats hearing things. Wondering if the memories have gotten so 


painful that I'm starting to lose my mind and hallucinate. 


"Body shots and sex initiations," Dave goes on. "I can think of worse things to dream about, but I'll betcha get 


tired of changing the sheets every morning.” 


"I wish. Never gets to that point, though. If | wake up to anything wet, it's because | was." | trail off before | 
can say crying my fucking eyes out. Not that Dave would give me shit about it. He's seen me do exactly that, in 
public no less, but | still can't bring myself to say it out loud. "Its everything leading up to that point. The 
dream won't let me go any further. | have my dick in my hand and Jason's knees up to his chest, and his hair 
is sweaty and fanned out all around his face, and the way he's looking up at me. don't know how to put it into 
words. Like he lived his whole life for the moment that | would make him mine. And | know that when | do, 
when l'm finally inside him, the world will settle back onto its axis and the grief will be gone. Everything will be 
right again" 


My throat is dry. My hands are shaking. | force myself to unclench my fingers so my nails don't bite into my 
palms. The memories feel unsettlingly like blood: seeping at first, then straining at the ever-widering wound 
with every heartbeat. I'm simultaneously terrified of the loss and eager for it to overtake me, knowing that 
with the eventual emptiness will come exhaustion, and with exhaustion will come peace. | tell myself not to be 


afraid. 

Let it happen, Hetfield. Let yourself fucking bleed. 

"Was it?" Dave asks. 

"Was what?" 

"Was everything right again?" 

| close my eyes, feel the tears roll down my temples and into the pores of the rock beneath me. It takes all 
my strength not to fight it. Not to reach up and wipe them away, but to keep my hands still by my sides. To 
let the earth draw it out of me like poison To let the current wash it away. 

IF only. 

"For a while," | whisper, "it was perfect. That's what | said to Jason the first time he let me into his body and 
wrapped his arms around me for dear life. Youre perfect Because | knew I'd found my refuge. | knew he'd be 


there whenever | needed peace and shelter. | thought it would last forever. It was supposed to last forever. 


You know?" 


Dave sighs. "Story of my fuckin’ life." 

"He told me it would last forever." 

| wait for Dave to say yep, been there, said that, got that t-shirt. Because his reputation precedes him and | 
know all about the broken promises and broken hearts he's left in his wake. | also know how much he regrets 
it because | can see it in his eyes in the rare moments when he's not joking around. Like now, when | glance 
over and notice him watching me. 

"Nothing lasts forever." Then, after a beat, "even cold November rain" 

Maybe | spoke too soon 

"Sorry," he chuckles in response to my snort. "Couldn't help myself" 

"Well, | did walk right into that one, so I'll let you have it" 

"Bad habit. Defense mechanism. Still no excuse." 

"Forget it" 

'Listen.for what it's worth, I'm sure Jason meant what he said" 

"At the time, maybe." 

"Does that make it any less real?" 


| roll my head to the side again so he won't see me grit my teeth. 


‘Forever is supposed to mean forever. It's not a word you use lightly--especially when you know you're 


replacing someone else who was supposed to be around forever." 
"Preachin' to the converted, dude." 


"Doesn't matter if he meant it at the time. He knew how much | needed him and he abandoned me anyway. 


That means he broke his promise. That means he fucking lied." 
"James, you can't--" 


"| just wanted forever to be fucking real for once! | wanted the person | loved most in the world not to fucking 


leave me! Jesus Christ, is that too much to ask?" 


"Unfortunately, sometimes it is." 


Not the answer | hoped for, even though | know it's the truth. | feel Dave's fingers alight on my wrist and 
yank my arm away violently. He told me he wanted to hear what | have to say. So why can't he just listen? 
Why can't anyone be true to their fucking word?" 

"James?" 

"What?" 


"Look at me." 


| can't. My eyes are burning. If only we were in the middle of a raging river instead of a gentle creek. | could 


just roll myself off this boulder. Submerge myself in the numbing chill and let it sweep me away. 
"Come on, man. Look at me." 


So | do. But only because it's not the first time Dave has seen me like this. He smiles, like he's surprised | 
actually did what he told me, and props himself up on his elbow. 


"Want me to make you a promise right now?" 

"No. Because we just established that promises are bullshit and people are liars." 

"That's kind of a harsh generalization, dor'cha think?" 

"You know what | mean" 

"Yeah. | know that sometimes even the most sincere promises get broken for reasons that have nothing to do 
with honesty. Sometimes people die. We both know that. Hell, | could walk out here for my morning smoke and 
have a fuckin’ space toilet fall on my head. Doesn't mean | was lying." 

"Jason's not dead, so what's his excuse?" 

Dave shrugs. "My point is that you can take me at my word as long as l'm still kicking.” 

"You already made me a promise," | remind him. 

"| know. And as soon as we get back to civilization, l'm gonna make some calls." 


"Maybe you shouldn't be over-committing yourself is all I'm saying." 


"Dude!" he laughs. "They're promises, not press conferences." 


‘| appreciate that, okay? | really do. It's just.if you haven't noticed by now, | have trouble taking people at their 


word. Especially people who claim to care about me." 


‘lm not claiming anything. You're my friend. Hell, you're my fucking hero, since we're being totally raw and 
honest and all. You can take my word for that too." 


| don't know what to say. Other than Dave has the bar for heroism set pitifully low, and that I've never felt 
worthy of that title anyway. | stare up into the sky. Remember a song my mom used to sing when | was a 
little kid. / see the moon; the moon sees me; the moon sees somebody | want to see.. 

"So what's the promise?" | ask before yet another long lost voice gets stuck in my head. 

“That I'll never disappear on you." 

It's the opposite of the usual crushing emptiness, what | feel when | hear Dave's words. But it hurts just as 
much in a way | couldn't even begin to describe. The warmth. The sincerity. The obvious respect and devotion 
behind it all. Because Jason's promises sounded exactly the same when he first made them too. | have to close 
my eyes. Hold my breath until I'm sure it won't come out as a sob. 

"James?" 

| exhale raggedly. "Yeah?" 

"Did you hear me?" 


Who do you belong to? 


No answer. The memory has gore silent at last. Or maybe | just have a louder voice echoing in my mind right 
now. 


"| heard you." 


"And you've probably been promised that before, | know." Dave sits up. Accidentally knocks the ceramic mug 
into the water. Either doesn't notice or doesn't care. Instead, he puts out a hand and hefts me up from the 
rock so that we're face to face. Fucker's a lot stronger than he looks. "So you don't have to believe me right 


now. You can believe me every time | prove myself" 
"How are you gonna do that?" 
"Easy. Every time you reach out, I'll reach right back. Might take me a few hours..even a few days, depending 


on what's going on at any given time..but I'll return your calls. And your emails. I'll give you an honest answer 


to any question you ask. I'll be there whenever you need me." 


"Dave, man, |--" 


He puts up his hand. "Like | said, | know it sounds hard to believe after everything that's happened. But give me 


a chance to make good on my word. | will. | promise." 

"Don't promise. Swear." 

There's that damned grin again. 

"Cross my heart and hope to die." 

"Okay." 

"Stick a needle in my eye," he goes on. "Eat a horse manure pie." 

"| get the picture.” 

"Good, ‘cause | was about to ask you what else rhymes with die. All outta words here." 
"Then shake on it." 


Dave grasps my outstretched hand and pulls it toward him until our entwined fists are resting against his 


heart. 

"Won't let you down," he whispers. "I swear." 

| close my eyes and nod. Open them a few moments later to see Dave doing the same thing, our hands still 
clasped firmly together. With the sight comes an unexpected calm..and the equally unexpected urge to lay right 
back down on this boulder and drift off, side by side. Then | notice how much our shadows have lengthened 


since we came out here. How quickly the moon is dropping toward the horizon. 


"Come on" | pull my hand away reluctantly and pat Dave on the shoulder. "It's getting late. We should probably 


go inside." 

"Aww, man. | was just getting comfortable." 

Me too. 

"Can't forget about the other cabins. Last thing we need is someone taking our picture while we're asleep and 
slapping that shit up on Instagram. We'd never live that down. Never mind retiring--we'd have to go into 


Witness Protection” 


"You're right," he says with a yawn. "I'd rather not get eaten by a bear. Or molested by a Yeti." 


‘Sasquatches, remember? No Yetis ‘round these parts." 

"My bad." 

The chilly current wakes us up just enough to pick our way among the rocks and reeds toward the clearing 
leading back to the cabin | realize too late that I've forgotten my mug too. Ah well. Creek will still be here 
when we wake up. 

Speaking of.. 

Dave doesn't even bother trying to persuade me to take the bed this time. Instead, he flops right down on the 
rickety fold-out like a tired dog. Then gives me a bewildered look as | reach under his arms and pull him up 
again. 

"Not letting you sleep on this piece of shit either" 

An eyebrow goes up. "You serious?" 


‘Its a king sized bed. Long as you keep your shorts on--" 


"Don't flatter yourself," he jokes. "Despite my reputation, l'm perfectly capable of behaving myself when the 


situation calls for it." 

"You better." 

"Or you'll hunt me down with that rifle and mount my head on your wall as a trophy. Got it!" 

Jesus. Three nights with that smart mouth. | might end up back on the couch after all. 

Luckily Dave falls asleep the second his head hits the pillow. | pull down the covers on the opposite side of the 
bed. Remember just before | turn the light off that I'm still wearing my stained t-shirt. The cocoa has long 
since dried, and | really should leave it on out of courtesy, but then | glance over at Dave's discarded 
sweatshirt and say fuck it. He won't care. | doubt the Grohl English Dictionary even contains the word modesty. 
So | peel off my shirt. Climb under the sheets. Turn off the light and settle into what is easily the most 


comfortable fucking bed I've slept in all year. 


Next thing | know, there's a ray of sunlight piercing my eyelids and a noise like a weed whacker right next to 


my head. 
Not to mention something hard poking me in the ass. 


My first thought is that we fell asleep outside. That the groundskeeper is mowing the lawn nearby and that a 


branch has washed up onto the boulder and is jabbing me from behind. Then | blink myself awake. Realize 


where | am.. 


„and that Dave is spooned up against me, still snoring away. He has one arm draped over my waist and what 


can only be an acute case of morning wood. 

The real kicker? He's not the only one. 

Nope. 

Promised myself we wouldn't go there. 

l'm out of bed and rummaging through my duffel bag without another thought. | skip the shower entirely. Pull 

on the first set of clothes | find. Clamp a Pop Tart between my teeth. Grab my rifle and head straight out the 
door. If Dave asks, | can claim | got up before sunrise to hunt..well, whatever the fuck there is to hunt around 


here. And hope he at least pretends to believe me. 


Gotta hand it to him, though. This is the first time in longer than | can remember that | haven't woken up 
thinking about Jason. 


In fact, m pretty sure | didn't dream about Jason at all. 


| wait for the pang of guilt to hit. For the memories to come racing back. Instead, | find myself oddly calm and 
wondering if | should have stayed in bed a while longer. 


The twinge in my groin brings me back to my senses. 

Nope. 

Not gonna go there. 

Gonna do the right thing and behave myself. Be the bigger man, just like | said last night. 


| prop my gun over my shoulder like a sentry and march off toward the woods. 


To be continued. 


